GEORGE  CHAPMAN

From De Guiana, 1596

Riches, and conquest, and renown I sing,

Riches with honour, conquest without blood,

Enough to seat the monarchy of earth,

Like to Jove's eagle on Eliza's hand.

Guiana, whose rich feet are mines of gold,

Whose forehead knocks against the roof of stars,

Stands on her tiptoes at fair England looking,

Kissing her hand, bowing her mighty breast,

And every sign of all submission making,

To be her sister, and the daughter both

Of our most sacred maid ; whose barrenness

Is the true fruit of virtue, that may get,

Bear, and bring forth anew in all perfection,

What heretofore savage corruption held

In barbarous Chaos;  and in this affair

Become her father, mother, and her heir.

Then most admired sovereign, let your breath

Go forth upon the waters, and create

A golden world in this our iron age,

And be the prosperous forewind to a fleet,

That, seconding your last, may go before it

In all success of profit and renown;

Doubt not but your election was divine,

As well by fate as your high judgment order'd,

To raise him with choice bounties that could add

Height to his height \ and like a liberal vine,

Not only bear his virtuous fruit aloft

Free from the press of squint-eyed Envy's feet,

But deck his gracious prop with golden bunches,

A ad shroud it with broad leaves of rule o'ergrown

From all black tempests of invasion.

G. CHAPMAN

250